Looking Back to '68
I have never been a certified student of the Sixties. When I finished my law degree at the University of Sydney in 1962, I vowed I was never going to study formally again. But that left me free, of course, to enrol in the education of oneself in the so called school of life, for which the only thing required is an endless curiosity, and of which I have just enough of to keep me going, decade after decade. The phrase or idiom, which Green lets hang half way, is of course: All dressed up and nowhere to go! Implying that with, for example, the OZ Trial over and the editors vindicated on appeal by the end of 1971, the flower children's flowers dead and lying on an unknown victim's or Viet's grave, the 1968
Paris students riots long forgotten -that the Sixties were done and dusted and it was time to move on. Well, the 68ers did move on, but we found that ever since we have been carrying the Sixties along with us.
The changes that the great seminal decade rang in were no ball and chain. Generational change was in the air. We were bored with what our parents had to offer, to the point of violence and to the ingestion of mind-changing drugs. We therefore seized the time.
Jonathan Green begins his definitive tome with "We live in the shadow of the Sixties", but we might also say, "We live in the light that the Sixties shone. A light that has been for the undeniable benefit of humanity and for our slow but hopefully inevitable progress in our inner and outer life as human beings." Always two steps forward, one-step back -like we have now with say, President Trump, the current back stepper and another kind of motherfucker. Which brings me back to Richard Neville's Play Power, the first London book about the phenomenon that was the psychedelically infused Sixties. 
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